RECOLLECTIONS OF A PLAYER
home with you." Poor fellow, he never did. "We were playing "Dearer than Life " at the Baldwin Theater, and just as the performance was closing, some one came and told us that Montague was no more. I dressed as quickly as I could and hur-ried to the Palace Hotel, where lie had been living. There I was shown into his room. A sad sight indeed ! All the members of his company were in deep grief, surrounding the body, which was stretched upon a long table, with photographs of his mother and sister placed at either side of his head.
Montague was one of the most charming men I ever knew. I had met him some years before in New York. Mr. Boucicault had contemplated a reproduction of "The Flying Scud," and wanted me to play in it. I went to see him at the Fifth Avenue Hotel, and Montague was with him. This was before he had played in America. I was introduced to him, and although few-words were exchanged between us, I was immediately impressed by his frank and courteous bearing. I had never before 178the doctor says I can go 12                    1775e-173aws near its
